SCHOLASTIC

championship is a matter of supreme importance to
boys. He obliged us to affect a passionate interest in
the progress of county matches, to work up unnatural
enthusiasms. What a fuss there would be when some
well-trained boy, panting as if from Marathon, ap-
peared with an evening paper! "I say, you chaps,
Middlesex all out for a hundred and five!"

Under Flack's pressure I became, I confess, a
cricket humbug of the first class. I applied myself
industriously year by year to mastering scores and
averages; I pretended that Lords or the Oval were
the places nearest Paradise for me. (I never went to
either.) Through a slight mistake about the county
boundary I adopted Surrey for my loyalty, though as
a matter of fact we were by some five hundred yards
or so in Kent. It did quite as well for my purposes. I
bowled rather straight and fast, and spent endless
hours acquiring the skill to bowl Flack out. He was a
bat in the Corinthian style, rich and voluminous, and
succumbed very easily to a low shooter or an unex-
pected Yorker, but usually he was caught early by
long leg. The difficulty was to bowl him before he
got caught. He loved to lift a ball to leg. After one
had clean bowled him at the practice nets one deliber-
ately gave him a ball to leg just to make him feel nice
again.

Flack went about a world of marvels dreaming of
leg hits. He has been observed, going across the Park
on his way to his highly respectable club in Piccadilly,
to break from profound musings into a strange brief
dance that ended with an imaginary swipe with his
umbrella, a roofer, over the trees towards Bucking-
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